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paddy. They were very hungry. What harm, I
thought, if they eat a little? Plenty will remain
for the house. So I sat there thinking of other
things, and I forgot about the paddy and the birds
until my father came and beat me. After that they
took me no more to the fields; and I sat in the com-
pound all day, thinking foolish things, until at last
an old priest came by, and he told me of the path,
and how to meditate, and I followed him. He died
many years ago, many years. I have been no more
to my village, it is forgotten; but I think it was up
there in the hills; it is very long ago, and I have
seen many villages since then. They are all the
same; even the names I never know; always some
huts, and men and women and children, suffering
punishment for their sins and sinning again.3'
"This is fool's talk," said the peon impatiently.
"We cannot all beg upon the road. I have heard
the priests themselves say that every one cannot
reach Nirvana. Nor are we all mad. There are
the women and the children. Are they too to be-
come holy men? It is hard enough to live on the
eleven rupees which the Government gives us. I
don't kill deer, but I eat it when I can get it. Is
that too a sin, old man?"
But before the old beggar could answer, Silindu